THE    INTERMITTENT    MUSE

too fragile. Fusing was required and that depended on
more than brain, observation, the gift of visualizing, ear,
taste or whatnot, and one had to wait for it.

I forgot Allison and drifted into thoughts of the Muse
and the way she takes people. Some, both among the
great and the little, are poets all the time. Some are not;
and of the great some are prepared to wait until what
Housman calls the "continuous state of excitement3'
returns, while some are content, out of habit, conscience,
or merely because a large public prefers made-up verses
to inspired ones, to turn out something every day and
publish the living and the dead work together.

Five years it was, I reflected, since I had for a month or
two felt that nothing else in the world except poetry was
worth having or doing; only to know again the hour
when common day broke in once more, and the strange
fires had gone from the mast-heads, and comfortable
Philistinism seemed no bad thing, and I was even able,
who had lived for weeks in an air where beauty and wit
seemed one, and the people I knew like gracious forms
walking on the rainbow banks of Paradise, to bid, with
curled lips, a cold-blooded farewell to the Muse. In bits I
reconstructed it. It ran, I remembered, rather like this:

Lo, thus has ended all our escapade!

I must back to work, to grind until the end.
"Poets," Lord Dewar said, "are born, not paid":

How right he was! now what have I to spend?
Item, the income-tax; item, bills for schooling.

Item, the garage; item, railway fare. . .
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